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bürap ſuperſtition reigns; and blackeſt tits 
With ruthleſs deeds combine: No frowning, pile 
Rears here its mouldering turtets; but, the grovs 
Aloft its foliage waves, and deep conceals, 
From eyes profane, the awful Dzurp's cell. 
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ENTE RE D IN STATIONERS-HALL. 


IN this Iſland are many WELLS or SPRINGS, which 
a ruſtic never paſſes without an oblation, For the ſource 
of this cuſtom, the writer of the following little piece“ bas 
made no ſearch. Fiction ſupplied bis indolence with Sr. 
GUERDUN's WELL and its fimple flory. 


* WRITTEN IN 1789, 


Sr. GUERDUN's WELL. 


H A T time dank caverns and the boſky ſhade, 


Alike the wolf and boiſterous chieftain, ſcreened 
From ſummer's heats and winter's drifting ſtorms, 
And the rouſed vengeance of vindictive foe : 


Wurx ſuperſtition's diſmal forms were ſeen 

By the way-wearied ſojourner, and oft, 

Soon as the cheerleſs blaſt of ſhepherd's horn 

Was heard to echo from each gloomy dell, 
Phantaſms, moſt ſtrange, reſumed their wonted haunts, 
By ſome lone hunter bold, with horror, ſpied, 
Although the moon had ſpent her ſilver ſtore, 

And clouds, perchance, enwrapt the glowing pole; 
Even then, by gleams and paly lights, revealed 

Were the dire gambols of the nether world, 

To the heart-ſunken ſwain; at times, or nigh, 

Or in the caverned earth, or in the womb 

Of lowering cloud, were heard the frightful ſounds: 


On, if not theſe, the Fairy revels oft 
The nightly wanderer ſaw, and ſaw amazed; 
Let what compare! not forms of horror they, 
But ſprites of pleaſant deed and revelry ; 
Nor were their merry paſtimes e'er revealed 
By hideous glare ; their frolics, at their wiſh, 
By mild illumination were diſcloſed, 
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If dewy eve concealed her beamy orb ; 
Or, did its rays in ſofteſt ſtreams deſcend, 
And the Hyades moiſt, and ſtudded ſhield 
f Of armed Orion, dim; faſt by ſome copſe, 
is Which nodding met each zephyr with a ſigh, 
| Was the light-footed dance, on daiſies, held, 
While o'er the ſpot the primroſe, milky hued, 
Her ſimple odour, and the cowſlip pale, 
WV Her richer incenſe, ſhed ; the wall-flower too 
? Threw forth her fragrance from her native rock, 
And wayed her yellow gems ; the bubbling ſpring 
| Poured gurgling from the crag, and murmuring fed 
4 The pebbled pool below, whoſe liquid face, 
. The yielding willow, without ceaſing, kiſſed, 
And wrinkled ſtill with tears; while on the ear 
Fearfully pleaſed, the touch of minſtrelſy, 
Not human, fell ; and all around were borne, 
On nightly breezes, ſuch rich-mellow ſtrains, 
That the rapt ſenſe forgot its neighbourhood ; 
Strains, which would oft to gentle breathings fade, 
And, by gradation ſweet, as oft would ſwell 
In full-blown tone again; more dulcet far 
Than e'er the plaintive harp Eolian poured. 
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How frequent then, from many a verdant mount 

With oaken foliage crowned, were ſcen to ſoar 

The curling fumes of human ſacrifice ! 

Dire ! monſtrous ! there the ſacred altar roſe 

Obſcure and ſimple; and, as records tell, 

The ruthleſs Druid, there, the elements 

In conſtant vaſſalage held ; for, oft the elſe 

Reſiſtleſs bolt, at his black rites, was ſtayed, 
| And thunders ceaſed to ſplit the wild-heaped clouds; 
=> The ſweeping torrent ebbed at his beheſt, 
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And the fleet Dæmon of the ſtorm controuled 
The whirlwind he beſtrode; and, if no dream 
Miſlead the muſe's tale, the Gnomes, who rule 
The raging ſubterranean fires, propelled 

By ſorcery and incantation foul, 

Upreared the huge baſaltes, and the aid, 

Of the ſtrong ſpirits of the briny deep, 

Was not uncalled ; hence Antrim's ebon boaſt,* 
And thine, O lonely Staffa ! F more ſublime ! 
Far in the waſte of waters long unmarked, 
Vailed in thy foggy mantle, while the waves 
In deafening uproar laſh thy marble ſides. 


And ſhall the preſent with this ſavage time 
Be e er compared? theſe ſmooth and peaceful days, 
E Though evil days ſome deem, ſhall they be held 
As not ſuperior far ? what witchcraft aids 
The groſs deluſion ! Can extinguiſhed years 
Melt down the harſhneſs of barbaric deeds ! 

Can baſeſt treachery loſe its hated form 

In recolle&ion's eye! Sad ſhrieks of woe 
Would oft the filence of the night diſturb, 

And ſtraight be heard no more; but horrid joy, 
The ſhout of vengeance gratified, inſtead. 


SooN as the moon behind the hills was ſunk, 
And bluſhing morn, in healing airs, began 
To unveil carth's ſhaded ſcenes ; the hardy bands 
Of two fierce leaders met; and never then 
Went warrior forth unarmed ; nor ſpear, nor ſhield, 
Nor replete quiver now, nor twanging bow 
Was wanting; nor the bugle, {imple tube, 
Unſounded hung ; the din adown the vale 
Rolled braying, and from rock to rock 


The Giant's Cauſeway. See Sir Joſ. Banks” account of Staffa, 
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The uncouth rumour echoing ſpread alarm ; 

The ſubtle fox in terror left, untouched, ' 

His ſcreaming prey ; and the marauding wolf, 
Conſcious of danger, to his covert fled : 

Not long in quiet there ; the impervious brake. 

Of bramble interwoven with the thorn, 

Or the ſhagged fiſſure of the uptoſt crag, 

Was ſoon beſet ; from every ſide were thrown 

Of the wide circuit, crackling brands of fire, 

And ſtill from ſhelter, ruſhed the howling wolf 
To ſhelter unavailing ;---if the leſs 

May, by the greater, rank---the piping ſwains 

Of Andaluſian hills, romantic land! 

And Mooriſh Granada, of late beheld 

The havghty Spaniard and the artful Gaul, 

In thunders, round immortal HzaTayritLD, ſhower 
Their maſſive balls and bombs, with ruſhing noiſe, 


Innumerous, while the rocky ForTREss®* raged 
Superior, in volcanic terrors clad-— 

(Such when Calabria with convulſion ſhook; 
And dreaded Scylla and Charybdis loſt, 

O'er the affrighted mariner, their ſway; 

Since half Meſſina to the center ſunk, 

And o'er its fide old Ocean rolls his wave ;) 
Tremendous ſhowers, as from a crater role, 

Of red-hot bullets, and o'erſpread the plain; 
But chief on thoſe, who rode the ſounding main, 
Deſtruction fell, and ſoon, enwrapt in flames, 
The aſtounded foe was ſeen ; exploſions, loud 
As the dread peals of Heaven, toſt to the clouds 
Tue linking huiks and crew ; nor longer now 
The thunders of the erſt beleagured rock 

Were heard to roar ; for, generous pity filled 


„Gibraltar. + In February, 1783. 
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Each hero-and a band ſelected ruſhed 
To gather, from the ſurging brine, the foo: 
Nor fell the wolf a victim; for it chanced, 
When death inevitable ſcemed, that fate or ſpleen 
8 Urged ſome raſh hand to throw a flaming brand, 
On one much loved by great WoLrexDeN's ſon ;--- 
Like to a train of powder (then unknown) 
Y Touched by a ſpark, the inſtantaneous flaſh 
And detonation ſtrike the arreſted ſenſe 

With fearful impulſe ;---from the chace ſurceaſed 
Both bands, ere while, of friends; and wrath began 
To burn; defiance on each forchead frowned ; 
And for revenge, dark mutterings murmured,-—cach 
His ſtandard j joins z and the rude blaſt of war 
blown by either band; and for the fray, 
Harſh ſhoutings riſe, and clangour loud 
deſounds; immediate ſhowers of rattling darts; 
ind ruſtling arrows, fly ; the fleep of death, 
Though with contortions of extreme of pain, 
n many a hero falls; nor, till a fatal dart 
To dread Wolfenden' s breaſt transfixed his ſhield; 
Y ind reached his heart, fled his; dire was the cry 
)f carnage ; the purſuit held through the gloom 
Df the thick foreſt, whence deep groans were heard, 
Ind piercing ſhrieks of ſuffering : Mournful day, 
To thee; Wolfenden ! periſhed not the prime 
If thy fierce tribe ? Fate ſaved thee not to ſigh 
Ver thy brave Monpex fallen : thy gallant ſon, 


Deep wounded, ſunk faſt by thee, at thy fall. 


Crosz by where Morden's ſanguine torrent flowed; 
\ grove of hallowed oaks waved to the gale, 
Mm which the awful noiſe of myſtic rites 
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Was borne ; ſoon as the empreſs of the tides 
Was ſeen to rear her ſilver horn on high, 
Terrific ſounds, re-echoing through the grove, 
Arouſed the dormant tenants of the grave ; 

Or urged to day, from ſubterrain abodes, 

'The dreary beings of the central world. 

Juſt as the placid orb was ſeen to riſc, 

The fearful rites began ; deep thunders rolled, 
And the forked lightnings ſhot athwart the gloom ; 
The venerable oaks obſequious bowed ; | 
And the carth trembled as the ſpell upwound : 
Morden uncloſed his ſunken eyes, and ſaw 

His warlike fire at hand. Father !-—he breathed,--- 
« Speak not, my e'er obedient ſon, ſpeak not! 
No human voice, that human ear can reach, 
« Muſt intermingle in theſe awful ſounds 
„Without initiation due, and fit 

« Purgation from the ways of men profane. 

LI am allowed (in reverence mute attend!) 
To urge thy patient ſilence, till the clouds 
Of ſacrifice aſcend, and from the grove 
The venerable prieſt to yonder oak, 
“ Tuſtrifted by the blaſting bolt of Heaven, 


« Proceeds :---That the ſtern Dzxvip may thee aid,--- 


“J muſt be brief :---BEWARE OF YONDER FOUNT + 
«© BEWARE OF LOVE !---To my new ſtate I go 

„ Farewel !”---He ſaid ; and with the evening gale, 
That ſmoothes the face of Nature, when the rage 
Of elements has ceaſed, the well-known form 
Straight intermingled ; and the kindled eye 

Of Morden on the viewleſs breezes rolled ; 

Yet not in vain ; for the dun column high 

With bickering ſparkles roſe, and, from the grove, 
The hoary Druid held his awful courſe 

To where the oak, juſt ſtricken by the flame 
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Ethereal, ſmouldering burned ; and whence, 
Within his palm, by magie rites ſecure, 

The ſacred coal to bear. He onward moved 
Till Morden's melancholy voice he heard: 


« I muſt thee aid,” he ſaid; © this is the hour (Moving towards 
& Allotted to benevolence's ſway : Morden.) 
Our ſterner functions ſleeping, the frail heart 
«& Allows the influence of humanity : 
The raging tempeſt purifies the deep, 
And makes the calm, ſucceeding, more enjoyed: 
Our ſublime myſteries raiſe our native powers 
To rapturous elevation; and, at times, 
« Ordain the bland expanſion of the heart 
Although the noble feclings of the ſoul, 
Except where innate worthleſsneſs prevails, 
« Spontaneous move to deeds of gentleneſs, 
And need no mandate to act courteouſly. 
May I oft on the wildland floweret ſhed 
* Refreſhing dews ; and prop it, while the blaſt, 
Wild o'er the deſert, withering, ſweeps along. 
* Ariſe ! whoc'er thou art, and follow me; 
Forbear !---thou can'ſt not; from this gaping wound, 
The ebbing ſources of the heart would drain, 

Long ere yon beaming planet of the night 


Could gain the ſummit of her ſtarry path; 


Strive not to riſe.“ He faid ; and to the wound 


Woplicd a balſam of celeſtial power, 
ad bore young Morden to the ſacred grove. 


Le not the page of hiſtory oppoſe 
lhe muſes voice inſpired ; nor, legend tale 


Tatic, what her recollection yields 
venture to deny; ſhe ſpeaks of days, 
er which oblivion's thickeſt clouds have hung 


ir many generations; well ſhe knows 
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How the young warrior ſped ; and could ns 

The Druid's communing and wondrous Kill ; 

And how the youth, what time his ſtrength returned, 
Was, by his benefactor, urged to leave : 

The conſecrated ſhade 2 © Farewel ! my ſon— 

« Haſte to thy ruined kindred,” ſaid the ſage, 

« And let the leading maxims thou haſt heard | 
« Live in thy recolleQion ; make no blaze | I 


Of kindneſs here experienced, and melt down 8 D 
The ſtubborn tempers of your jarring tribes T 
„By thine example; mighty is the force A 

Of precept with example intertwined ; | B. 

« I ſee within futurity's denſe vail, 3 A 

« The termination of your horrid feuds ! Su 

4 Endeavour thou---be hoſpitable t—Farewel !?? W 


And, without anſwer, turned into the er 


Morden. Wnar * was that, which, as we left the ſhade, W. 
Mine eye with wonder caught! Beyond the bounds | 
Allotted to my penſive walks, it ſtood ; 3 | 
But, ſoon as marked, the heavenly viſion fled, | 
And left me gazing on the quivering leaves! 4 
To ſupernatural fights I am inured, 

Since the dire day on which my kindred bled ; 
When more than mortal my great lire appeared, 
And on my ear prophetically poured —— 
Words of myſterious import! And, again 

Has like arreſting viſitation chanced 

To me? or, are my intellectual powers 

No longer faithful in their governance ? 

Ah! how delectable, if dream it be! 

Till now I never thrilling rapture felt, 

Nor the delirium of tumultuous hope ; 

And, yet, a melancholy lurks within, 
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And caſts its venom on joy's eddying ſtream ! 

I well remember what the Druid ſaid, Ba 
What time the eye of beauty on ns gazed, 

As with unſanctioned curioſity ! « 

Then, can it be a dream, what with theſe eyes 

I ſaw, while yet the blazing orb of day 

Hung high above yon weſtern mountain's head! 
I: cannot be a dream !-—-but, Oh !-what fair 
Did ever equal ſuch divinity ! | 

To what I feel, the ardour of the chace, 

And the more elevated glow, inſpired 

By martial preparation and grim war, 

Are like the breeze of evening to the ſtorm : 
Such pleaſe no more ; this kindled boſom panty. 
With other raptures, and for other joys. 


Tavs Morden ſaid, and from the holy grove, 
With retroſpection, lingeringly withdrew. 


Here need the muſe narrate his devious ſteps, 
Or how, in vain, the inchanting neighbourhood 
He ſtrove to leave; as in mid-air the lark, 

Soon as the whirling mirror ſhe perceives, 
Deſcends and riſes alternate, and ſings; 

And, with dread acquieſcence, on the ſnare 
Still gazes, till in rapid eddies, down 

She fluttering drops to die; or, as is told 

Of India's torrid and exuberant clime, 

Whoſe reptile ſublimated venom breathes, 

And rolls his burning eye-balls, and with glare 
Reſiſtleſs draws the plumaged tribes to earth, 
From airy heights on wing, or on the ſpray,--- 
Alike, in ſpiral tract, they ſcreaming haſte 

To his impoiſoned may ; thus, need be told? 
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Roamed Morden, till exhauſted, on the ſward 
Enamelled with innumerable flowers, 
Exhaling incenſe of immingled ſweets, 

He ſunk, and by a brawling rill, which laved 
A willow at his feet, he fell aſleep. 


NerTHER the muſe preſumes, thy trembling nerve, 
O Senſibility! alive to woe OT 
Sufficient without amplitude of words, 
Farther to touch ; nor to thee, Fancy ! hold 
The portrait of diſtreſsful circumſtance ;/ 
Ye mark the unaſſociated branch 


Of great Wolfenden ſcathed ! Upon the earth, 


Whom bands of heroes, at his bidding, ruſhed 

To battle, or the reeking blade ſtraight ſheathed : 
Perhaps he now awaits his father's nod, 

To hard atchievement ; or, his forlorn ſtate, 


In hideous viſion, ſhakes his wearied frame 
While ſlumbering, and his father's warning voice 
Retingles on his ear Of yonder fount, 


« -Beware ] Beware of love !”---Portentous words 


And dark ! ſuch as the oracle,* whoſe ſeat, 

In ancient days, the mated palms incloſed ; 
Where everlaſting verdure reigned, and where 
Refreſhing fountains flowed, and zephyrs ſighed; 
While all around, in dreary proſpect, ſtretched 
The glowing deſert, o'er whoſe moving ſands 
The deadly StMoox blows, and the gaunt tribes 
Of Arabs, on their uncouth camels, roam. 
Ambiguous import {till the god conveyed, 
Though to imperial votaries, and wooed 

By oriental ſpices, gems and gold: 


* Of Jupiter Ammon in the Deſert of Lybia. 
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Such Cæſar“ found, when on mount Carmel, ſmoaked 
The ſolitary altar, unadorned; 

Where ſtatue and where temple never ſtood ;— 

dad profanation of Elijah's haunts ! 

Ye oozing caves, and chiefly thou, where once 

The STILL-SMALL-vOICE re-echoed, and ye heights ! 
Where holy in{piration dwelt of old, 

Long ere the Roman lived; ye ſacred ſcenes ! 

What proſtitution were ye to behold 

y Pagan rites and lying oracles ! 

And, ſtill your gelid ſprings and cedar ſhades 
Their wonted charms retain, or travellers err; 
and aromatic herbs ſpontaneous grow, 

Ard flowers, that with the watery bow may vie. 


Nor underſtood, the ſeer's voice is vain ; 
And, for prevention, uſeleſs is the light 
Emitted by the burſting cloud, which veils 
from mortal ken what future days may bring 
Or things diſaſtrous, or calamity. 


PexsIve, the muſc ſuſtains preſaging throes 

for Morden's fate ; ſince, in the train of of hope 
Preſentiment, with glooming aſpect, ſteals ;--- 

ah! not in vain be thy dread father's words, 
forſaken youth! to thee 3 © beware of love 
But, Oh! when fate propels, who can thee ſtay ? 
e flame, already, agitates each nerve, 

ind, other functions of the ſoul, ſuſpends : 

deep on, and be refreſhed,---and, when thou wak'ſt, 
e it the moment for propitious Heaven 

lo wreſt thee from misfortune : may that voice, 
onducted hither on this gurgling brook, 


* Veſpaſian: See the Abbe Mariti's Travels, Vol. 2. Chap. 4. 
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Not beat upon thine ear ; while ſtillneſs, like 

The deadened huſhing of the waſte of night, 
Preyails : The daughter of thy kindred's curſe, 
Fair GveRbuN, ſpeaks ; her warlike fire abridged 
Thy father's days, and cruſhed thy future power: 
Fierce BazoLD's divine daughter, to the breeze 
Commits the language of her tutored ſoul. 


Guerdun. Now the orb of day deſcends; 
And to other regions tends ; 
And the harbinger of night _ 
Rears, apace, her brilliant light ; 
And the beetle's drowſy horn 
Lulls the Iinnet on the thorn : 

Birds of darkneſs now appear, 

Flitting from receſſes drear ; 
Now Arcturus, bright'ning, burns 
As the murky night returns; 
And the moon forbears her ray; 
And the polar light to play: 
Glow-worms, lighting up their fires; 
Yield to amorons deſires; 
While o'erhanging drops of dew; 
Tinges of the rainbow ſhew. 


Fainx elves ſhall dance the green 
Soon as ſtreams the lunar ſheen ; 
And the raven's lateſt croak 
Echoes through the ancient oak; 
And the earlieſt ſcreech of owl 
Joins the prowling wolf's wild howt: 


Hrge I reſt beneath my bower; 
Breathing ſweets from many a flower ; 


Sr. GUERDUN's WELL. 


At my feet my fountain flows, 
While each ſenſe with rapture glows : 
From my ſterner duties, I 

Here, at evening tide, ſtill hie; 

From the holy Druid's care, 

Come to breathe the fragrant air; 
Not to him unknown, I ſtray 
Frequent at the death of day ; 

He prepared my timid mind 

Lore, in midnight gloom, to find ; 
Whether lightnings flaſh around, 

Or dread earthquakes rock the ground ; 
Taught by him, alike to me 

Midnight ſhrieks and minſtrelſy ; 
Fearleſs I on phantoms gaze, 

Which the Druid's art can raiſe ; 

Yet, unchanged my heart remains, 


And its gentleneſs retains ; 

But to ſwell my infant mind, 

I was to his care reſigned ; 
Thrice the tide-of-flood ſhall roar 
Ere his charge of me be o'er ; 
Then, O father! at thy feet 
Guerdun ſhall thy bleſſing meet; 
And her future days ſhall be 
Spent in due obeying thee, 


Hark ! the huſhing breezes Yoat, 
Hoarſe, the raven's lateſt note; 
Wolf and owl, diſcordant, cry, 
And from ſavage dwellings hie. 


An! how frowns the queen of night 
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Riſing o'er yon ſhaggy height? | 
Now, I ſce her ſullen rays, 
Melancholy on me preys. 


: When, amid the foreſt rude, 


Was I without fortitude ! 
Preternatural fears aſſail, 
Druid precepts nought avail? 
I would from the fount retire 
Ere the Dogltar rear his fire, 
Or fare fairies? dulcet ſtrains 
Creep along our woody plains; 
Were the Druid not to chide, 
And as vain my fears deride. 


Nor before the ſtated hour 
Fer ſhall Guerdun quit her bower, 
Though, upon the glaſſy pool, 
The red moon is ſeen to ſcowl : 
Have I &er betrayed my lore, 
Or e my myſtic ſtore! 
Broken e' er one Druid law, 
Or indulged on whom I faw 
Paſling from the grove, this noon ! 
Need I note the threatening moon ? 


Yer, ere now, each pebbled fount, 
Sacred tree and velvet mount 


Should have witneſſed revelry, 


Merry dance and minſtrelſy ;— 
Peet of wight profane reſound 


Near this wild and hallowed ground! 


From their grots no elves will ſtray, | 
I to mine will haſte away. 
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Mor. approdebing. The very form I ſaw ! when from the grove 


I with the Druid came! her liquid voice 

Stole on my wearied ſenſe, upon the ſtream 

Which murmured where I flept,— 

I flept---but, Oh! the viſions of my brain 

Were ſtrange and troublous !---before me paſſed 
That goddeſs, and methought my father cried--- 
« O Morden, ceaſe to love ; and of that fount, 
„Which feeds this rivulet, beware !---and flee, 
"Twas but a dream then, why ſhould Morden ſhake ? 
Let, ſare---a viſitation of like note 

I had, while bleeding on the ground I lay! 

It was the day when all my griefs began; 


n 


But, my remembrance held a baſcleſs wrack, 
Till now !---ſhe more than human beauty ons, 
And for a mein !---will ſuch ſurpaſſing rarity 


Deſtroy the gazer, though yon lowering orb 
Withhold its wonted luſtre to conceal 


Her unexampled charms ?---what danger, then, 
Can in that pool refide---or in that form? 
--PII ſpeak, although fell ſpirits, at her beck, 
Should interpoſe !---Celeſtial figure! ſay 
If mortal aid be uſed to twine theſe ſhades, 
Or deck this cryſtal fount ? Wolfenden's ſon 
Shall ſpend his life in labouring for thee ! 

Guerdun. Wolfenden's ſon !---I, Barold's daughter, am | 
His much loved Guerdun,---yet, my heart has felt 
For thy misfortunes. 

Mor. Oh do I dream !---thou excellence! to feel 
For Morden's ruined houſe !---is this the woe 
The awful voice foretold? - ſure, malice lives 
Within the Hall-of-Spirits,* as on earth. 

»Agreeable to Northern or Scandinavian Mythology. 
Ca 
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Guer. What woe does Morden dread ? 

Mor. I cannot tell; but twice my father left 
The fields where ſlaughtered heroes mimic war, 
To bid me © ceaſe to love” the form I ſaw 
This day within the grove ; and to as 
This glaſſy fountain. | 

Guer. I ſaw thee leave the grove ; no damſel elſe 
Within its hallowed limits ever dwelt : 
Oh Morden! tell, whom muſt thou ceaſe to love? 
No maiden coyneſs I will exerciſe, 
Becauſe my heart 1s pure. 

Mor. Urge not confeſhon ; I can never ceaſe 
To love the fair I faw ; if Guerdun ſmile 
Upon the fortorn Morden, all is well, 
And he has nothing loſt. 

Guer. Then I am happy; ſince thou left'ſt the grove 
My ſimple heart was thine ; yet, not till now, 
The ſmouldering ſpark was blown; I am too frank; 
Put courteous Morden will allowance make; 
Tis the firſt paſſion of a gentle heart, 
---Nay, do not kneel to me !---PI1 join thee, then, 
And in that fitting poſture breathe our vow, 
Beſeeching Heaven to bleſs it. 

Mor. Now, Morden from his ruins doth ariſe; 
And each diſaſter, ere this happy hour, 
Shall haſten to oblivion,---what are dreams, 
Or troublous viſits of the reſtleſs dead! 

Guer. Ah Morden, ceaſe! for, from the dark abodes, 
No meſſenger departs with vain intent 
And ſtill the promiſed good or threatened ill 
Finds due completion ;---I had almoſt loſt, 
In theſe new agitations of my mind, 
All recollection of the boded ſtorm: 
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Why thou muſt © ceaſe 79 love,” and ſhun this fount, 
Conjecture bootleſs toils ; much Guerdun fears! 
Let Morden may be ſaved... 

Mor. By whom ?---was then this ſword reſtored, 
What time I parted from the holy man, 
For uſeleſs ſhew ! can the fair Guerdun think 
Her Morden cannot ſhelter both from harm ! 

Guer. Ah generous youth! can mortal arm reſiſt 
The agency of fate !---I muſt attempt 
To exerciſe the precepts I have learned; 
Reſigned, amid ideal loſſes, I 
Have triumphed ; and with patience borne the lot 
Of indigence Pve fancied ;---but the teſt 
Is now to Guerdun held ; no pageant woe 
Upon her feelings aCts,---to part---awhile ; 
For, Oh what elſe can ſave my Morden! 

Mor, Let the blow deſcend ! 
And here or verificd, or diſproved be 
The dark communications ; I have lived 
Till, like the croſſings of the cradled babe, 
Misfortunes ſeem to go from thee, alas! 
Howe'er it might avert the ſtroke of fate, 
Would be exiſtence dragged in miſery 

Guer. What wanderer is yon! ( Barold appearing.) 
Who, at this ſolemn ſeaſon of the night, 
Approaches ! 
Nor. My much loved maid ! behind the woodbines, there 
Retire,---1'll meet the ſtranger. 

Guer. O Morden ! do not go---nay then--- 
The Gods return thee fafe !---I am alarmed, 
And feel a ſadneſs gathering in my heart 
-I would he had not gone! (She retires.) 

Mor. to Barold. Hail! to thee, ſtranger !-whither are thy ſteps, 
At this dread hour, directed? 
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Barold. Who dares to aſk me ? 
Mor. Morden. | 
Bar. Thou! Morden;—then, defend thyſelf, 
For one of us muſt die. 

Mor. Why doſt thou brave me? (Speaking Tow.) 
Bar. I have not leiſure for a whiſpering parley--- 
Apain,--Pm no aſſaſſin—guard thy heart. * 
Mor. I thank thee (ſpeaking aloud), and am ready. 

[They fight ; both are mortally wounded and fall.] 


Y | Mor. The work of deſtiny will ſoon be o'er, A 
Y 3s And Morden movrn no more—-yet, ere I die, To 
& The heavenly Guerdun may---theſe dimming eyes 
4 Rekindle—for a moment-—-and perchance Th. 
: A farewel tear let fall---as I depart--- Fro 
$ Bar. Oh Guerdun ! Guerdun ! My 
E Mor. Say ! what of Guerdun ? I x Hor 
Bar. The pains of death now work---Oh, wert thou here ! kno 
5 I would forgive thee for thy father's death . 
ö Mor. What! art thou Barold ? 5 Oh, 
1 | Bar. Mine agonies encreaſe ! I would---forgive Unt 
1 The Druid---were he here---Ah, what a pang— And 
4 Though Morden —he admitted to the grove--- Pere 
l | Where lived mine only child---Oh, could I ſee It fl 
q My Guerdun---ere I die---Oh !— | No | 
; : 8 Mor. Ah! what a groan was that—ſlie ſure will hear Faſt 
3 ; How faſt thy wound emits the tide of life ! Till 
E ---She ſure has heard---before the combat raged--- I . 
4 T wiſhed, from her, to hide our fell intent 4 
| Now---groans muſt bring her---for I cannot call. Ty 
_ Guer. approaching. I never heard ſuch groans---Oh, woe is me! WO! rc 
My Morden bleeds---what villain haſt thou met ? Her 
Bar. Oh, that I ſaw my daughter! ter | 


Guer. My father's voice! (To Barold.) 
Bar. My Guerdun ! Yes---my child--<death's icy hand 
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Is on thy father laid ſought for Morden 

Oh !--another pang will free me--Guerdun !--- 

The Druid ſheltered him, as rumour tells 

Yea—even in thy grove—he knew me not 

Yet told with frankneſs—Oh, mine eyes grow dim !-— 

That he was Morden-—he was urged to ſight— 

Both fell to riſe no more my bleſſing on — (Dies. P, 

Mor. That was—a deadly pang—prote& her—Hcaven— 
We'll mect-=Oh !—— (Dies. 

Guer. Ab, Morden ſpeak again !--what ſhall I do !— 
He's gone—-my father! Oh, my father! (To Barold. ) 
Alas ! alas! fince only Guerdun's left | 8 
To drink the * of 5 1 Takes a ford. — forbid it Heaven ? 


( Drops the ſword.) 
That Guerdun ſhould, without thy bidding, go 


from her misfortunes—what ſhall Guerdun do? 
My much loved father! my regretted youth ! 
How are ye from me torn !—Pl follow ſtraight, . 
And be at caſe---and—yet—I muſt not come—- | 
© taught the Druid, though againſt his law ;-— 

Oh, fave me from deſpair !-—can it be long 
Until the ſpirit of death will ſet me free, 

ind we ſhall meet again ?-—it may be ſoon— 
Perchance before the dawn !—whene'er it haps 

It ſhall not be by Guerdun's hand performed; 
No more I'll leave the fountain or the bower 

Faſt by where ye ſhall fleep——Yes—-never more 
Till death ſhall ſend his ſpirit to relieve 
Il fated Guerdun ! 


Tavs waited ſhe ; and, with the languid ſmile 
Of reſignation, brooded on her woes: 

Her hoary tutor of the grove did help 

ter trembling hands to lay, beneath the ſu ard, 
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The dear remains ; and wildwood roſes ſhed 

On both, as ſide by fide they lay at reſt, 
Their fragrant leaves ; and many a woodland gem, 
And mountain floweret, odoriferous ſweets, 
Expired, and waved at every huſhing gale : 

And ſtill the daughter's and the lover's tears 

Fell frequent, and immingled with the dews 
Which ſolemn evening wept, and with the morn's 
More cheering exhalations; and no more 

She wandered from the fountain or the bower, 
Except to gather, in ſome watery vale, 

Or on. ſome mountain's ſide, of herbs and flowers 


To deck their hallowed graves ; and, to the hum 7 
1 Of ſtraggling bees or buzzing inſect tribes, 
4 Would mournful liſten, as they flitted by. 
Her wiſdom and misfortunes {pread afar, 
= And ſwains, and maidens, to her fountain brought, 


To learn fair Guerdun's melancholy tale, 

And patient.reſignation ; without gifts, 

Though e'er apportioned to their circumſtance, 

None ever viſited her lonely haunt ; 

That Guerdun might the wandering orphan . 

And lend aſſiſtance to the hoary poor: 

And, to this hour, no ſwain e'er wanders near 

= The WIL or HoLy GuerDvy, but he leaves, ; 
| | Upon her poliſhed ſeat, ſome ſimple boon : 

| And, ſighing, meditates on Guerdun's fate ; 

* : Relates her maxims and her charity : 


i And every damſel, as ſhe paſſes, hangs 
| a Of her new robe, upon ſome trembling twig 
= Which yet remains of Guerdun's ruined bower. 


THE END. 
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Page 8, line 10, from the bottom, for ſide read ſite. 


it, 35, muſes read muſe's. 
145 55 Snom read S1MOOM. 


